life Duke winced.   "No, no," t
Cruelly, so as to spur him in vindictiveness, Gianettino turned the
knife int the wound in his uncle's pride. "Even when all the truth is
known,*how shall it make us less ridiculous?"
The Admiral reared his great head, to roar like a maddened lion:
"When I've sunk Dragut and all his galleys there will be little fear of
ridicule."
In that confidence he came now to Naples, seeking there the latest
news of Corsair's whereabouts. Stung by the absence of any sort of
reception to a person of his consequence, he fumed into the Viceroy's
presence at the heels of the officer who conducted him, his nephews
following indignant in his wake.
The Prince of Orange was seated at his table, writing, when the
three were introduced. He laid down his pen and rose. But he did
not quit his place. He extended no welcoming hand, and his blue
eyes were ice-cold, his countenance as bleak as his words.
. "You arrive at last.   You have been a long time on the way."
The Duke's resentment swelled under this cold reception. Once
again this sorely tried man discarded his habit of imperturbability.
His voice was loud and harsh. His words uncivil.
"Criticism of a seaman comes easily to landsmen who know
nothing of the sea and its hazards. We had the wind abeam, and we
were forced to depend upon our oars. Yet we made all speed."
"You made all speed I see." His Highness was dry. Offended
by that lack of deference for the viceregal office, he sat down again,
but forgot to invite his visitors to sit. "And how," he asked, "do you
explain the events at Djerba ?"
"By treachery. We were deceived by the tricks of a traitor so
shameless that he did not scruple to show Dragut the way out of the
trap in which I held him fast. Prospero Adorno used his craft in the
service of the Infidel, and he shall answer to Imperial justice for the
ravages since committed by that accursed Corsair."
Whether because of his dislike of the Duke's manner, or because of
his friendship for Prospero and his full knowledge of all that had
befallen at Djerba and since, the Prince's frigidity increased.
"And the proof of this ?"
"Proof?" Doria stared, a black frown darkening his glance.
1 The colour deepened in his face. "There is my word."
Orange shook his head. "Your word? An opinion, no more.
Were you on Djerba, so that of your knowledge you could swear that
Prospearo A4orno was a party to the tactics that defeated you? He
was with Dragut. Yes. As a prisoner. That is all that you dare
swear, I think."
"But I have been on Djerba, Highness," Gianettino exploded. "I
have the word of the Sheik for what we assert."
^ "The Sheik of Djerba!"   Orange smiled.   "Is that Infidel a
witness for a Christian court against a valued officer ?"
"Against a proven traitor," Filippino stormed in, unable longer
tn Mwitai'q himself. "If Christian witness were needed, there are
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